to Schimler. He might even have seen me enter his room.
I remembered suddenly the sound of a door closing after
I had left room number fourteen. He obviously thought
that I was in Herr Heinberger's confidence; and he was
Tpfepared to buy evidence of Heinberger's real identity,
I looked at him blankly.

'I can't think' what information I could give you. Mon-
sieur, that would compensate you for the loss of five
thousand francs.5

'No? Are you quite sure?'

'Yes.' I stood up. 'In any case, I never bet on cert-
ainties. For a moment, Monsieur, I thought that you were
serious.'

He smiled. 'You may be sure, Vadassy, I never allow a
joke to go too far. Where are you going when you leave
here?'

'Back to Paris.'

'Paris? Why?'

'I live there.' I stared him in the eyes, 'And you, 1
suppose, will be going back to Germany.'

'And why, Vadassy, should you think that I am not a
Frenchman?' His voice had dropped. The smile was still
on his face, a very ugly smile. I saw the muscles of his
legs tighten as though he were about to spring.

'You have a slight accent. I don't know why, but I
assumed that you were a German.'

He shook his head, 'I am a Frenchman, Vadassy. Please
do not forget that you, a foreigner, cannot tell a true
French accent when you hear it. Do not, please, insult
me.' The fleshy lids had dropped over his bulbous eyes
until they were almost closed.

'Forgive me. I think it is time I had an aperitif. Will
you and Madame join me?'
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